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By Camille Paglia 


Philadelphia 


Madonna stumbled, rambled and 
ended up seeming far less intelligent 
than she really is. 

Madonna, ’fess up. 

The video is pornographic. It’s dec¬ 
adent And it’s fabulous. MTV was 
right to ban it, a corporate resolve 
long overdue Parents cannot possi¬ 
bly control television, with its titanic 
omnipresence. 

Prodded by correspondent Forrest 
Sawyer for evidence of her responsi¬ 
bility as an artist, Madonna hotly 
proclaimed her love of children, her 
social activism and her condom en¬ 
dorsements. Wrong answer. As Bau¬ 
delaire and Oscar Wilde knew, nei- 


Camille Paglia, author of “Sexual 
Personae Art and Decadence from 
Nefertiti to Emily Dickinson,'’ teach¬ 
es at the University of the Arts. 
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adonna, don’t preach. 

Defending her 
controversial new 
video "Justify My 
Love” on “Night- 
line” last week, 
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This is what I get for digging through garbage cans for literature. While waiting for 
a bus somewhere in the midst of my joyful winter break travels, I dug deep and 
surfaced with the N.Y. Times editorial page from Friday, December 14. The first article I 
looked at, here reprinted for your reading pleasure, was about Madonna. I don’t think I 
need to tell you that she is one of our culture’s unavoidable pop music icons Wherever 
I go, I can’t avoid her image, her music, her hype. This article, though, dangerously 
takes this hype and attempts to place it on a pedestal - it postulates Madonna as some sort 
of positive social influence. And that is just too ludicrous a proposition to stomach. 

I find it demonstrative of our Pavlovian tendencies that all something needs in our 
society to be controversial is the label, the word attached to it. Camille betrays early on 
where, her sympathies lie when she readily buys into the phrase “controversial new 

video.” How do we, the readers, know it’s controversial? Should MTV, Warner Brothers 
or Camille Paglia be making that decision for us - especially when, in the first two 
cases, massive profit motives are the only motivators? Be forewarned, and quite assured- 
there is no threat or challenge to the status quo here. The fabrication of controversy is 
a marketing ploy like any other. 

Now, the absolutely nonsensical set of sentences: “The video is pornographic. It’s 
decadent. And it’s fabulous.” I find it impossible to imagine a video, (I haven’t seen the 
one in question) or anything, for that matter, that is all three of these. There is nothing 
fabulous about decadence or pornography - all they do is turn my stomach. I should 
think it’s hard to call anything fabulous with a mouth full of rancid vomit. Then 
Camille contradicts herself: MTV (empty-vee) was “right to ban it”? I thought it was 

“fabulous.” Or is that the secret, crazy excitement of the whole “controversy”? Listen. 

^ s fabricated . Camille, and everyone who agrees with her, are following blindly in the 
marketing scam, the path of reactions, set up for them by MTV, Warner Brothers and 
probably Madonna too. Did you know that the videotape of the song in question 
appeared in mass quantities in video stores across the country a couple of weeks after 
the video was banned? Do you think Warner Brothers and MTV don’t know each other 
inside and out - that W.B. wouldn’t have been able to predict the banning and 
accompanying hype (=free advertising) well enough to prepare mass quantities of 

videotapes to supply the demand we have for anything labeled “controversial.”? Dc 
think this really happens randomly and unpredictably? When there is money to b 
made, always count on the opposite. 


Madonna — Finally, a Real Feminist 


ther art nor the artist has a moral 
responsibility to liberal social causes. 

“Justify My Love” is truly avant- 
garde, at a time when that word has 
lost its meaning in the flabby art 
world. It represents a sophisticated 
European sexuality of a kind we have 
not seen since the great foreign films 
of the 1950's and I960's. But it does 
not belong on a mainstream music 
channel watched around the clock by 
children. 

On “Nightline,” Madonna bizarrely 
called the video a “celebration of 
sex.” She imagined happy education¬ 
al scenes where curious children 
would ask their parents about the 
video. Oh, sure! Picture it: “Mommy, 
please tell me about the tired, tied-up 
man in the leather harness and the 
mean, bare-chested lady in the Nazi 
cap.” O.K., dear, right after the milk 
and cookies. 

Mr. Sawyer asked for Madonna’s 
reaction to feminist charges that, in 
the neck manacle and floor-crawling 
of an earlier video, “Express Your¬ 
self,” she condoned the “degrada¬ 
tion” and "humiliation” of women. 
Madonna waffled: "But 1 chained 
myself! I’m in charge.” Well, no. Ma¬ 
donna the producer may have chosen 


the chain, bui Madonna the sexual 
persona in the video is alternately a 
cross-dressing dominatrix and a 
slave of male desire. 

Bui who cares what the feminists 
say anyhow? They have been outra¬ 
geously negative about Madonna 
from the start. In 1985, Ms. magazine 
pointedly feted quirky, cuddly singer 
Cyndi Lauper as its woman of the 
year. Great judgment: gimmicky 
Lauper went nowhere, while Madon¬ 
na grew, flourished, metamorphosed 
and became an international star of 
staggering dimensions. She is also a 
shrewd business tycoon, a modem 
woman of all-around talent. 

Madonna is the true feminist. She 
exposes the puritanism and suffocat¬ 
ing ideology of American feminism, 
which is stuck in an adolescent whin¬ 
ing mode. Madonna has taught young 
women to be fully female and sexual 
while still exercising total control 
over their lives She shows girls how 
to be attractive, sensual, energetic, 
ambitious, aggressive and funny — 
all at the same time. 

American feminism has a man 
problem The beaming Betty Crock¬ 
ers, hangdog dowdies and parochial 
prudes who call themselves feminists 


want men to be like women. They fear 
and despise the masculine. The aca 
demic feminists think their nerdy 
bookworm husbands are the ideal 
model of human manhood. 

But Madonna loves real men. She 
Bees the beauty of masculinity, in all 
its rough vigor and sweaty athletic 
perfection. She also admires the men 
who are actually like women, trans¬ 
sexuals and flamboyant drag queens, 
the heroes of the 1969 Stonewall rebel¬ 
lion, which started the gay liberation 
movement. 

"Justify My Love” is an eerie, sul¬ 
try tableau of jaded androgynous 
creatures, trapped in a decadent sex¬ 
ual underground. Its hypnotic images 
are drawn from such sado-masochis- 


Down with 
hangdog 
dowdies and 
prudes. 


tic films as Lililana Cazani’s“The 
Night Porter” and Luchino Visconti's 
"The Damned.” It’s the perverse 
and knowing world of the photogra¬ 
phers Helmut Newton and Robert 
Mapplethorpe. 

Contemporary American femi 
nism, which began by rejecting 
Freud because of his alleged sexism, 
has shut itself off from his ideas of 
ambiguity, contradiction, conflict, 
ambivalence. Its simplistic psychol¬ 
ogy is illustrated by the new cliche of 
the date-rape furor:" ‘No’ always 
means ‘no’. ” Will we ever graduate 
from the Girl Scouts? "No” has al¬ 
ways been, and always will be, part of 
the dangerous, alluring courtship rit¬ 
ual of sex and seduction, observable 
even in the animal kingdom. 

Madonna has a far profounder vi¬ 
sion of sex than do the feminists. She 
sees both the animality and the arti¬ 
fice. Changing her costume style and 
hair color virtually every month, Ma¬ 
donna embodies the eternal values of 
beauty and pleasure. Feminism says, 
"No more masks.” Madonna says we 
are nothing but masks. 

Through her enormous impact on 
young women around the world, Ma¬ 
donna is the future of feminism. □ 


Warner Brothers 

Madonna, in her video “Justify My Love,*’ which MTV refused to air because of its sexually explicit content. 
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The problem with saying, as Camille does, that Madonna is “the” (not even “a,” but 
“the”) “true feminist” is that she cannot be a feminist because she is not a woman. She 
is an entertainer, a product of the industry for us to swallow and cough up money in 
exchange for. I don’t care if there is an organic set of atoms somewhere that 

correspond to that pervasive video image - it is that image that everyone knows. And 
images, fabrications of the entertainment industry, have no place in any serious 
philosophy, especially one as vital to the betterment of our perverse society as 
feminism. Madonna may “teach” and “show” young girls something, but at what cost? 
What weight can values have when they come from an unreal, mass-marketed set of 
electronic transmissions - a sort of perfectly attributed angel that is completely 
disconnected from anyone’s lifestyle? 

Furthermore, the specific values expounded by our dear diva are hardly desirable. 
“She shows girls how to be attractive, sensual, energetic, ambitious, aggressive, and 
funny - all at the same time.” Real healthy - with that, they’re on their way to being 
perfect capitalist pawns. What a skewed view Madonna has (and Camille upholds) of the 
function of women in our society. Girls don’t need to be all those things at once. It’s 
putting on that insane stage show that has driven so many of my female acquaintances 
into the pit of depression and panic. Meanwhile, the untouchable cherub on the screen 
gets richer and richer. 

I know a lot of feminists, and none of then are ’’beaming Betty Crockers, hangdog 
dowdies,” (What!?) or ’’parochial prudes." All those empty insults show is that Camille 
has swallowed all her societally mandated prejudices and stereotypes wholesale. Her 
mentally ill perception of masculinity as "rough vigor and sweaty athletic perfection" 
is someth ing I have been trying to avoid all my young life, with no end in 


with your twisted opinion, Camille. I would much rather be a "nerdy bookworm" in your 
stupid, shallow dichotomy of possible male roles than some pumped up Soloflex oaf, 
ready to beat you senseless if you don’t feel like participating in what I've been 
convinced is sexuality. If these were the real men, I would castrate myself, do you 
understand? The true "man problem of American feminism" is a nation full of 
conservative chauvinists, pinhead wife beaters, condoned rapists, and brainwashed 
conformist peons, all upholding the daily oppression of women. With your insane 
doctrine, Camille, you are not helping, and hey! neither is god damn Madonna! 

I have heard a million dismissals of "date rape furor," and every one rests on the 
same old "it doesn't happen," "you agitators always need something to complain about" 
crap. "No" will mean "no" until changes start happening, until the millennia-old male 
powertrip starts to buckle, and this isn’t going to happen without some fucking 
persistence, and some strong jolts to what you passively accept as the "dangerous, 
alluring courtship ritual of sex and seduction." What do you think is more important, 
Camille, your Neanderthal Victorian romance fantasies, or the daily rape and abuse of 
women in this country? Frankly, I couldn't care less if your fun is being spoiled. And 
don't start with this "observable in the animal kingdom" nonsense, either. Sociobiology 
(which, by implication, you are using to justify this) is the most repressive, fascist 
theory science has ever concocted - explaining away the sick excesses of humanity 
with "natural examples"? With that logic, I'll be a violent, meat-eating sexist, and a 
racist to boot. 

I'm glad that Camille took the time to say that Madonna says "we are nothing but 
masks." She’s right, of course, but only about her petty self, and those blind enough to 
follow. If she changes costume and hair color every month, she embodies her own 
shallowness, betrays it in fact, marvelously well. Those that see good in this image 
rotation are once again making the mistake of judging her as a person and not as a 
saleable commodity. She is not somehow liberating herself of image by devaluing each 
one; rather, she is quickly discarding old ones and creating new ones so as to be 
constantly re-sellable. Maximum profit at any costs. 

Back to the "masks" comment, though, how does this ideologically one-up the other 
statement, "no more masks"? One embodies an insipid commercial shallowness, the 
other courage and conviction in rejecting the perverse falseness we are all taught to 
adopt. Madonna says we are nothing but masks - buy a new one every month. Liberate 
yourself and make more money for me in the process. Sick reasoning. Let us not forget 
that Madonna is not some sort of cultural philanthropist, handing down fine ideas for 
our brainless youth to adopt. She deserves no praise for her actions - they are all well- ’ 
planned economic ventures, carefully calculated to present a certain "hip, aware" 
image that seems to sell lately. The majority of her work remains bubbleheaded dance 
music, rendering any assumptions of true concern false. When Madonna speaks out 
against social ills, she deserves no respect, because she is just a mask - hollow and 
meaningless. Camille and anyone else who considers her a true feminist are 
brainwashed perfectly. Happy consumers. 
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this club ^ety Sunday morning 
• I'd vacuum the floors 
And wipe down the weight machines 1 
I'd clean the bathrooms and sweep the courts 
Then I'd get to the sauna room 
I'd pour soft scrub in the toilet 
And turn the shower on high 
To wash the dried body fluids 
:i Down the drain 

Thesauna was always off Sunday morning 
And the benches were stained 
There were always balled up wads 
-.S Off toilet paper on the floor 
) And tons of cigarette butts 
I'd pick up the toilet paper balls 
And put them in my trash bag 
But fd leatfe the butts on the floor 
I.couldh't figure out why someone 
»Would smoke in a sauna 
Even after sex 
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curtain. I rari out and sea 
for it. I grabber an apple fromthe'kitchenT: 
and chomped down on it but all the Chunk 
of tongue still left in my mouth cotiTd taste 
was it's own salty blood. . x 
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Those of us who read more than the ads in Maximum Rock and Roll have been abl£ to 
follow a steady back-and-forth between the "ABC-NO-RIO crowd" (people/bands/zines 
associated with a non-profit, anti-violent club, the main alternative to the macho NYC 
hardcore scene) and the "In-Effect crowd" (those affiliated with a record label of the 
same name, bands and representatives, and their supporters). The debate has centered 
on the bands Sick of it All and Killing Time, both NYC bands that have signed to this 
label, which was created by Relativity records as a "street-level" subsidiary that would 
put out hardcore and other "unsightly" sorts of music. It replaced their failed venture 
along the same lines. Combat (Core), which put out mostly punk/metal garbage in the 
mid-80's. The ABC folks contend that these bands are sell-outs, no longer part of the 
hardcore scene due to their major label ties. The bands ignored the attacks for a while, 
then began to defend themselves, but the argument was failed from the beginning - 
videos and lyric censorship being indefensible side effects of S.O.I.A.’s contract, while 
the decent hardcore of Raw Deal became the intolerable, cluelessly overproduced loud 
metal rock of Killing Time. 

The oddest part of the whole conflict has been the In-Effect bands' and defenders' 
failure to realize that they are being made to look like fools, and should just keep their 
heads below ground to avoid further embarrassment. Then again, I don't feel like a 
majority of the hardcore constituency is even paying attention, or gives a shit about 
the D.I.Y. ideals that tight-asses like me whine about. As I see it, anyone who thinks 

about it can see what a contradiction these bands are - they seem to think that just their 

loud music disqualifies from any questioning about their intentions or ideas. I mean, 
even if you accept their pathetic arguments for why the major label affiliates are O.K. 

(a lot to swallow at that), the lyrics of Killing Time and Sick of it All are abysmally one¬ 
dimensional, simple minded, and usually just plain stupid. I'm tired of hearing about the 
non-issues of "this world isn't fair, but I’m tough and I’ll deal," and "you dissed me, I'm 
going to pound you." There are a few exceptions - Sick of it All’s "Injustice System" is 

decently penned, but still falls pretty flat. Why demand "justice" when you’re out 

beating people up, or advocating it? You have to be responsible over yourself first. To 
me, these bands were barely part of hardcore as I saw it before (D.I.Y., intelligent 
music), and their contempt for those ideals is visible in their record deals and recent 
revelations through zine interviews. 

Having kept up with the written side of this conflict in various zines, and having 
evidently aligned myself with those opposing the In-Effect bands, I also began to 
realize, unsurprisingly, that I liked a lot of the zines and bands associated with ABC-NO- 
RIO. One of the main sources of intelligent opposition came from the folks in Bom 

Against/Vermiform ReCords/Dear Jesus zine and their pals, such as those in Rorschach, 

Mindset zine, etc. The Bom Against 7" e.p. and Rorschach lp have basically settled any 
argument there might have been, as far as I’m concerned. Before I get on with reviews 

of some of this stuff, here's the Vermiform address: P.O. Box 1145, Cooper Station, NY, NY, 

10276. (B.A. 7" $3, Rorschach lp $6, Dear Jesus w/B.A. two songer $2) 

When I saw Bom Against and picked up the new Dear Jesus (#37, the second issue), I ; 
was doubly pleased with the intelligence and, um, wit of the zine, and the monstrous 
music on the included B.A. "Eulogy" 45. Sam's introduction to the zine lets you know 
exactly where he's coming from. The layout is simple and neat - a dotted background 
with laser primed text over it, and an occasional photo, or, more commonly, silly 
artwork. Interviewed are: a shroomin’ Mark Ryan, the supercool MRR folks and Seth 
Tobocman, and the perennially friendly Mike Bullshit. Also, there is a short letters 
section and a sketchy article against German reunification. (Politics! Gasp!) Ultra-rude 
record and show reviews are a plus, and the writing is intelligent while unpretentious. 
Definitely gets an "Aces, dude!" from me. 

As for "Eulogy", (which Adam called "our big mosh song"), it's one huge, loud, meat 
grinder of a tune. Beginning with a weird sample, it bursts into ugly punk rock, with 
Sam groaning and yelpinc out hatred for Krishna. The flip is a cover of X's "Riding 

with Mary." which ties into the anti-religious theme. Neat, esp. after Smara played me 
the mellow original version. 
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Appetite whetted, then, it was a long wait until all the problems were fixed and the 5- 
song e.p. showed up in my grubby little mail box. The cover is dark, with morbid 
photographs and a circular orange sticker with the band’s name. (It looks like it should 

have said "Prime Rib," as it looks like one of those supermarket meat section tags.) 
Further food for thought comes by way of the folded stock sheets inside - one with side- 

by-side pictures of a tied-up woman and a restrained lab monkey. Also, there is an 11" 

by 17 poster with one side full of charming/sickening reading material from the 

newspapers and magazines of our wonderful, healthy country, and another side 
featuring pics of the band being punk as shit. But enough about that (sorry, I get 
excited) - the vinyl begins with motherfucking John Wayne telling us to "face the flag, 
son," fading into the spastic "Half Mast," witheringly on target as it spits hate at 
patriotic apathy^ and idiocy. Sort of an Articles of Faith sound on this one, at least until 
the drums hit 'grind speed." The next two songs follow suit lyrically and musically. Side 
two begins with ^a new version of "Bom Again," wording exactly my feelings about the 
aforementioned controversy": "I reject the leveraged buyout/reject the corporate 
sellout/ ^reject this lame-ass version of what the fuck my culture's all about." Once 
again, grind speed" drumming and incoherent screaming hammer the point home 
superbly. Finally, "Witness to a Rape" is ugly and disturbing, as any song on the topic 
should be. An important and relevant statement made in an uncompromising way I'm 
completely behind this band - I'll say no more. 


























































half-way 


i Fuel for further frustration came by way of B.C. Core, (a stamp from P.O.B. 546, 

I Furlong, PA, 18925), a four page fanzine whose centerpiece is an interview with Lou 
' from Sick of it All. I was amused/sickened by the first thing I read (a logo): ’’Sick of it 
All: We Stand Alone". What? That was a Life’s Blood song! That aside, the interview is 
i printed due to what the editor sees as an oversight in the debate...no one had asked Lou 
j his opinion. That’s pretty skewed - even he says he won the WNYU radio debate. To his 
credit, Lou does give a sensible explanation for the letter written to MRR by that 
| "Anthony Scardigno" character (reprinted in the zine along with the MRR response). It 
was pretty obvious that that letter was a bad joke, and it was silly of the MRR folks to 
take it seriously. Most of the interview, though, is him explaining away various 
incidents or events. This, while it is good in separating facts from rumors, still fails to 
viably explain the In-Effect deal satisfactorily. I don’t think he understands the nature 
of the accusations leveled at him. "Sell-out" is a label, and you can take it or leave it. The 
commercialization of underground music remains an important issue to those of us 
interested in the vitality of said underground, and I would like to see it at least addressed 
by each and every band that signs onto a big label. The interviewer asks him to "make 
heads or tails of the argument," but all Lou does is give a history of the back-and-forth, 
never confronting the issues involved. It seems he’s unaware that the negative 
comments deal with ideas and issues, and are not petty insults as he regards them, to be 
countered by threats. He may be calmer, but is still making no sense. As to the editor’s 
opinion, when he reviews the new S.O.I.A. 7", he makes the laughable comment that one 
of the new songs "calls for a cease fire to the ten on one mentality that has closed down 
many New York clubs..." Interesting. Does that mean it’s no longer "Clobberin' Time"? 

No one else will have to "Pay the Price"? "My Revenge" will entail making faces at your 
enemies? Contradictions galore - the sure sign of clear thinking. I don't think he 
picked up on that. The zine also contains an eye-opening article about Judge from 
fucking Scholastic magazine. Don't ask me how or why it was done. It centers around 
their being a "garage band" who view the garage "as the first step on the road to fame, 
fortune, and a recording studio of their own." Real punk, eh? The term "garage rock" is 
consistently used - only once is the dread word "hardcore" ever brought up, and then to 
have Sammy tell us that (straight edge) hardcore is "a positive message of not drinking, 
not doing drugs, and caring about the environment." Sorry, kids, but that is the 
Reagan/Bush administration, not fucking punk rock straight edge hardcore, which has 
to be put into perspective to have the meaning it does. It started as a reaction to certain 
nihilistic, self-destructive, and apathetic factions of an existing scene, focused through 
a song that Minor Threat wrote to become a viable alternative in that scene. It is only in ?>. 
those terms that being a straight edge punk (excuse rudimentary terminology - you all 
know what I mean) has any meaning - when it is part of a larger anti- authoritarian, 


\k*. 


subversive, and by golly, rebellious frame of mind. I'm not straight because it exists in 
a vacuum as a yes or no choice; it's rooted in my deep dislike of social conditioning that 
encourages self-abuse, and the myth of self-revelation through drugs, etc. You know 
this story, and probably already have your opinion, but the point is that I see deep 
connections between the "drug issue" and other malaises. I'm sickened at the diffuse, 
sanitized stage straight edge has reached. When it is served up to the mainstream, not as 
an alternative, but as another route to conformity, losing all threat, it has also lost all 
potential. Any goofball that reads Scholastic or Seventeen (which also featured an 
article on the topic) will not have any idea what this is really about. And to those that 
may claim that the bands never intended this misconception to come across, I say: I 
TOLD YOU SO. THAT IS WHAT YOU GET FOR MESSING WITH THE MAINSTREAM MEDIA. In 
any case, the zine also includes an odd editorial recommending methods for dropping 
out of high school. Informative, but dubiously thought out. 

After getting thoroughly annoyed with the sorry state of our ever more 
commercialized, violent, and "pro" scene, it is energizing to know that there are still 
amazing bands like Rorschach. Their "Remain Sedate" Ip arrived while I was thinking 
about these things, and fit my state of mind perfectly. The cover is morbid and dark, and; 
songs like "Pavlov's Dogs," "In the Year of Our Lord," and "Lightning Strikes Twice M ’are 
lyrically complex and almost hauntingly poetic, if that's possible, while still being 
about serious issues. Intelligence. I like it. The music is metallic, notably lacking any 
wanking, and Charles' vocals are monstrous, deep, dark howls. Sort of a Corrosion of 
Conformity from an alternate reality, if you can grasp that. This band sounds like 
Killing Time think they do. 

Further resistance to the easy path is documented in Mindset (50 cents from 305 
Haywood Dr., Paramus, NJ, 07652). It’s a compilation of pages by a variety of people, all 
on the "ABC side" of the issue. Best pages: Thomas O’Hara ("collapse of civilization"), 
Carolyn Conger’s poem "Ode to a Show," and the fake record list. War Prayers and Mike 
Bullshit editorials are hip too, and for humor, the record trading list of Adam Krinkler. 
Irreverence is always a plus with me. 

I've pretty much made my major points already, so this conclusion will be brief. The 
primary observation I have is that the creativity, intelligence, and sense of humor 
seems to fall consistently on one side of this argument. And since those are crucial to 
any underground movement, the issue looks clear to me. 



on which she flung 


herself over the parapet 




where the Throbblefoot Spectre still loitered in a distraught manner. 














































These next coupla pages consist of various thoughts, ideas, or comments that I 
from my journal. Observations and considerations. 
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Soul Departs") 


Noted with morbid interest the release of a film about the Doors, well, about the Jim 
Morrison personality cult. That’s exactly what today’s kids need to hear - more 
affirmations that rebellion is long-gone, only residing in the inaccessible ’’60s." And 
who wants it anyway, it’s all drugs and self-destruction. The commercial I saw was 
successful in creating an rushing, excited feeling. A sort of underground feeling. Like 
being at a show and your fave band kicks in. To say, though, that the film has 
anything to do with real and necessary rebellion is bunk. Morrison, regardless of his 
actual intentions, is the perfect idol to hold up to the expectant adolescent masses (not to 
mention those adults living in the past) as a tragic hero - making rebellion a distant 
and impossible thing for those not willing to indulge in a self-destruction like his. In 
the end, it will only nullify budding rebellion by emotionally numbing it with his 
story. And all to that damn music, too... 


GRUNGE: One day, I hung out with the perennially friendly Mark Richards. He played 
me lots of that music he listens to - I’ll call it grunge. I’ve heard of most of the bands ^ 
and a lot of the labels, but had never actually experienced the music. It was a good/odd 
thing to think about: that he’s into all this music that is equally "as underground" as 
what I like, but that I’ve never heard. He said he’s not interested in music "that ^ doesn’l 

break boundaries," which is why he doesn't like a lot of what I'm into - he doesnt see i 

as challenging. I feel the same way about what he likes, since the lack of 
lyrical/attitude ideas, of feelings I can identify with, makes it tedious to deal with ever 

if I dig a lot of the music. But I acknowledge the value of that scene, regardless, as it's 

neat to think that equally underground scenes exist. (Note: I mean real grunge, not Si 
Pop shit.) ** C o ^ ^\ 










I don't like spending money. Not that I care at all about retaining it; that's immaterial. 
The problem is with buying things that can be obtained in other ways - and with 
supporting establishments I dislike. I try to move as much money as I can (effectively, 
not much) into worthwhile (non-profit or committed other than monetarily) record 
labels/fanzines/bookstores/etc. The majority of stores sell useless and/or overpriced 
things. Even if there is something I need, I usually don't want to support the place in 
general. We are encouraged to think of ourselves first - our needs, our desires. Then, 
those needs and desires are fabricated and commodities are created for us to buy. Every 
time you buy something, the action is far more complicated. You're supporting the 
store, the manufacturer, and consumerism in general when you shell out dollars for 
what is all too often useless and fake. It's something I've learned from punk rock - the 
immediate (disorganized) boycott. Reuse instead of buy new. Don't fund what you don't 
support. So much can be scammed for gratis - or done without. _ 
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There are two trends in what pretends to be alternative or underground these days. 
One, the prefabricated alternative: supplied by the establishment (in tasteful disguise), 
costing as much money as the mainstream it is supposed to be rebelling against. Once 
the fashion is seen through, it is the same divisive, materialistic, fake lifestyle it 
presumes it is avoiding. 

The other is the antagonistic alternative: take the status quo and invert it, do the 
exact opposite of what is accepted. But it fails eventually, because, like the mold of a 
statue, or a photo negative, it is doomed to be a shadow of what it opposes. In its negative 
equality, it loses room for growth. 

I know, there are a million gray areas. I know, my judgement is subjective. These are 
my honest perceptions, based on a core belief that the underground must liberate 
somehow for its existence to be even justified. But the blurring continues, at the 
convenience of some vested interests, and it's time for us all to start distinguishing the 
true efforts from the garbage. 


In my thoughts lately, I am very much against violence 


r think I’m going towards the 
total nonviolence philosophy again. I use the word "compassion" often. I'm beginning 
to think that even knowledge of how to hurt people (military training, fighting 
experience) oan do damage. It impairs decision making, because it backs the fallacy 
that violence is a viable, working solution to a conflict. 

I add this disclaimer: these thoughts come after a prolonged period of nonexposure to 
[violence. It may well be that my complete distaste owes itself to the minimal amount of 
even near -violent situations I've been involved in lately. My consideration may be 
skewed. I still cannot account for my reaction to a situation of extreme stress - but who 
can? 

Politically, I feel more like an anarchist every day. I don’t think that the solution to 
political problem lies in more politics, more rules, more bureaucracy and complexity. It 
lies in simple individual education and responsibility, trust others and be trusted in 
return, etc. The problem is that there are countless ve$ted intere$t$ who leech off of 
this organizational mayhem, and who would like to keep it going for selfish reasons. 

The complication is that usually, those leeches know pretty words and attractive 
images....and the lemming masses will bow down and follow. Challenge when you see fit 
• let your chaos shake loose clogged thinking. _ | 
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I gpp STEWART The Best of Rod Stewart, Polygraph Records. 

Rod Stewart has always meant something special to me, from my childhood 

ln thG Car with ^ P arents ^ hearing the latest Rod Stewart hit 
on the light rock radio station, to just yesterday, walking into the 
Eastchester train station only to hear Rod Stewart crooning from some 
speaker in the ticket booth. The guy who sold me my ticket had a special swina 
in his step, and so did I. As we put aside our individual differences, and 
snared a moment of Rod. Rod Stewart transcends all established music 
categories and comes in touch with the true objective nature of being. 

This tape is a perfect example, from such hits as "You wear it well" 
to such underground classics as "What has made Milwaukee famous(has made 
a loser out of me) a straightedge song from the guy who knows the real deal 
everything just rocks. There is also an operatic cover of The Who's 
mball wizard complete with orchestral backing and classical back up vocals 
is there nothing m the history of music that is beyond this guys qraso? 

You cannot talk about Rod Stewart the musician without talking about Rod 

!£ G ma IL; ™ at \ mne of beautiful blonde hair, those hypnotic blue eyes 
d all those bonde models half his age who he marries for about a month a 
piece. Buy a Rod Stewart album today, you won't regret it. 
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A nomad uses factory-made goggles to 
cut the glare of the sun and prevent snow 
blindness. He has sewn traditional 
leggings onto his sneakers. 


















Words like feminism, patriarchy, and sexism always sound unmanagable 
and clumsy coming out of the mouth of any man, myself included. It sounds 
like trying to cut paper with granite, like each word is only at best 
rudimentary defined. It always puts me off when assorted liberated 
males gather around to talk about feminism. They (we) always sound as 
if they are talking in dry textbook terms like stuffy, yellowed, dictionaries 
without any sort of emotional understanding. Not that, that could ever 
be expected. It is the nature of a cynic, however to think of the billions / 
of womyn who are discredited, abused, devalued, manipulated, and kept Ik 

in the dark about their own potential and ability whenever the subject f jk 

comes up. Once when I was feeling particularly witty I made some sort J/' 
of comparison between all the politically correct idle conversations Jl 
people have and the tupperware parties my mom used to have both vacuous ( \ 

plastic; and entertaining. 


(I fear less I am dropping into some dark abyss of cynicism from which 
not even a shred of clarity can escape, humor me) A 

Sexism stands like a forgoten outpost of conditioned thinking in the \d& 

punkest of punks and the hippest of hippies. Sexism sounds too much W0 

like sex, and no one wants to give up that. Fragile identities based | ' 

on secret penis worship in the sandbox when the teacher is not looking. |gg| 
Dispel my cheap analogies if you want, (i'd like to), but I think you’ll |p|| 
agree the whole thing makes every boy nervous. Liberation sounds a 
like castration sometimes. /ryHFAer^A* Dropped W.A- C* 
I can’t tell you how many times* people I otherwise respect beginj/V 
.to talk about womyn and sex like foolish old kings who have too many 
troops of elephants bearing citadels (huh?). My mental picture always 
shatters whenever someone says, "I'd fuck her". I could stretch this 
out with a page of specific anecdotes, but I don't want to sound any 
more superior than I already do. In truth my criticism of "them" has 
more to do with repressed tendencies in myself than anything else. I 'm 
not saying that I ever sat around in sweaty locker rooms gripping my pSBjt 
testicles and relating my sexual exploits to a crowd of eager listeners, 
and I have never yelled "hey baby" out of a pick-up truck. Sexism is * 
infinetly more complicated than that, and that is one of the points I 
intended to make. Failing in favor of ambigous sentences and references, 
to elephants. _ 


After taking this whole thing around the block a couple of times and 
losing readers along the way(wherearethegodamnrecordreviewsanyway?) 

I’d like to come to this nonconclusion. Sometime when we were all round 
headed drooling toddlers or maybe even before, we were conditioned by 
(those two punk rock scapegoats that I cannot even mention without grimacing) 
television and our parents into being girls and boys. Boys learned how 
to to be independent to the point of being self centered, rational to 
the point of being cold, and of course to spend a great deal of time 
thinking about their ever amazing phallus. Girls are taught emotional 
empathy and sympathy, mothering self sacrifice, and the importance of 
findinga good a man (dare I forget the importance of cleaning, cooking, 
and childcare). Oversimplified but I think basically true. I'm still 
sorting this out for myself, and that for lack of anything else has become 
my point. The social forces that influence our lives and identities 
are far more complicated than any three minute song could begin to illustrate 
Understanding them is crucial because our freewill is ours only within 
the limitations that our socialization imposes. 
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™ s IS VOIJR SPECIAL INVITATTON TO SEE ME IN PERSON” 

FROM: REV. JOHN "BLESSING" DEVINE 
YOUR MODERN DAY PROPHET WITH A VISION FOR THE PEOPLE 
TOE ONE MANY TRY TO IMITATE BUT NO ONE CAN DUPLICATE 
™ GOD SENT ME TO BLESS AND SET HIS CAPTURE FREE 

®LL I .TIT.. FDR ™ ™E ALL POWERFUL #7 DEVTFJF REVELATION PROSPERITY, GOOD HEALTH. 
™ t ^OWES WITH One RED HOT STftAlCHr MiMBEE ELKSIfC ft WIL L - ™ . YOU 

Sir' DOWN AND II’; Y0U ^ YOU DON'T U)Sk WJTV WHAT I IBT—YOU wtll be able TO 

55,1 WJWN AND TALK TO ME IN PRIVATE WHILE I FIX YOUR SPECIAL PACKAGE JUST FOR YOU. 

SEE ME SATURDAY .TUNE 9, 1990 FROM 9:00 A.M. TO 5:00 P.M. 

AT: THE HOLIDAY INN (AT THE WATER) 
hn pwrwc r> A1 ,c LA £ ESIDF at 12rh CLEVELAND OH (216) 241-5100 
™ FMUNE CALLS. .TUST CHECK THE BOARD IN THE LOBBY OR ASK FOR "DR. JOHN'S" SUITE. 

COE SEE ME. WANT LGVF7 COME SEE ME. 

TO GFTTT Ya RI FrT R Nr^ E Sf S A.,°? E SFJF - **■ ^ ** SHCM V0U WRnuGH ™E **»* OF GOD HOW 

1U LEI IT. RIHGT NOW HERE ON EARTH WHILE YOU STILL LTVF, NOT AFTER YOU DIF.. 

DEAR FRIEND: 

N1Gm ’ ^ ™ :iUBLES - troubles, ts someone or 

SAYSTN^SS^^L nn mi NEED HELP IN ANY OF TOE ABOVE, BELIEVE WHAT GOD'S WORD 
TOU BELTOV^??^ U * D YOUR GOD AND HE WILL ESTABLISH OR HELP 

ll H I s J^ 1PHE:rs and so shall you prosper or be blessed, so you see you have 
SON. AND HOLY SPIRIT OR (1) GOD TOUR' HELPER, (2) THE PREACHER, 
? F„ r,a ' WHY DO YOU HAVE TO DO SJMFMTNC? RFAD~?r JOHN 2: ?T 
Knv ™t<nT^ PB0PLE WHATEVER JESUS THUS YOU TO DO, DO IT". IN ALL OF 

StA , ® ALUAYS MADE MU AND WOMEN DO SOMETHING. IN 2nd KINGS 5:10 HE TOLD A 

tu- 7?,,££ 7 I IMES IN NASTY MUDDY JORDAN RIVER TO RID HIMSELF OF SICKNESS AND BAD LUCK. 

rrSir ^ ^ FINALLY »ID XT AND WASHED AWAY HIS PROBLEMS. THE SPIRIT TOLD ML TO 

? TME YOJ TO USE "A SPECIAL DEVINE #7 REVELATION PROSPERITY, GOuD 

^SPAC^GE". i HAVE FIXED FOirY(XTT^ArHS“AND / OTHER TOTT^TOFT-GOOD LOOT" 
AND SUCCt^b bUK YOU TO USE. BUT SOMETIMES WHET) GOD OR THE PROPHET JELL PEOPLE WHAT TO DO 

-tua?o B i^ S S , T HEALED ' 0R SET PEOPLE ASK TOO MANY QUESTIONS. LIKE WHY SHOULD I DO 

H0W ls TT GOING TO HELP 9 OR TT’S TOO MUCH TROUBLE OR TOO MUCH TO GIVE. BUT SEE 
rJ!SL(S* 1 B? 0LD °EV il WANTS YOU TO SAY SO HE CAN BLOCK YOUR BLESSING WITH NEGA- 
Tvyfc A J^ I ,^^ , , IT D ° N,T ^ HIM ’ TF Y0U 1X3 000 °E WE PROPHET OF GOD WITH A VISION 

VSP.S}?*-™* SXCWCSS TO GOOD HEALTH AND YOUR BAD LUCK TO GOOD LUCK. YOU 
tuR im ^ BL£SSING PROPHET OFTUL LIVING G0D-IM4E IS ON 
3 TOINGS HAPPEN. (1) GOD HAS HELPED BY LETTING YOU READ thts LETTER SO 
W. DID HIS PART. (2) SEE ME AND LET ME DO MY PART. (3) THEN YOU CAN DO YOUR PART MY 

IT TAKES ALL 3 PARTS TO WORK. NOW IN ORDER TO RECEIVE FROM GOD, HTS LAW SAYS GIVE 

IHE MORF. ONE GIVES , THE MORE ONE RECEIVES BACK BOTH NATURALLY AND SPIRITUALLY. THTS IS- 1 

PROSPERITY, AND MONEY ."" HOW THIS IS YOlTTW r Tl) TH K ~ N IGH T BEFO RE YOU SEE 
ME, READ THE ENTIRE 23rd PSALM. (2) TAKE A HOT AS YOU CAN BEAR IT TUB BaTH USING 3 TABLE¬ 
SPOONS OF EPSON SALT. PLANT A FUTURE FAITH SEED OFFERING OF $43.00 OR MORE (4+3-7* GOD'vT 
PERFECT NUMBER). PUT YOJR LqNation BACON THE SAME ENVEL OPE T'SENV YOU ITTlH YOUp'name 
SL jJ- , T , wiwr ° r Q3NTACT . WATCH a miraOE THAT THl sEEjj OLVE klNr: tN TUT * 

OTNtstry Dll cna^ and Multiply into thousands, so see me on the above date and \rr iv 

SHOUI YOU HOW TO GET MORE an OF LTFE STARTING ON THE .SAME DAY YOU SEE ME. I WILL HAVE 
EVERYTHING Ya) NEED INCLUDING A RED HOT RIGHT Na7 fJH^BER BLESSING. I WTLL TELL YOU WIIFN 
SO NO ONE CAN MESS UP YOUR DAY. "TD R ' TT T 5"A LOTHl-RE THAN GRABB ING A Nlf^BER AND RUNNING 
FOR YOU HAVE TO KNOW WHAT TO DO WITH IT TO KEEP THE OLD DEVIL FROM MAKING YOU MISS IT 
MAYBE YOU HAVE SEEN ME IN THE PAST, FOR I HAVE BEEN BLESSING FOR OVER 14 YEARS BUT J WAS 
ONLY SERVING PART OF YOU WTTH A NUMBER . BUT T GAVE YaJ A LOT OF HITS OVER THf'YEARS MORE 
THAN ANYBODY ELSE HAS, BUT THIS TOTT AM COMING TO SERVE THE WHOLE PART lOCT/o FROM YOUR 
HEAD TO YOUR TOES, LEAVING NOTHING OUT. MY FRIEND. IF YOU SEE ME. THAT DAY THE OLD DEVIL 
WILL MOVE OUT OF YaiR LIFE AND YOUR HOUSE TAKING ALL HIS JINX WTTH HIM. NOW SOME HAVE 
ASKED ABOUT BRINGING F^TD^DS. YES, IF YOU ARE SURE THEY UNDERSTAND AND BELIEVF IN WHAT 
YOU ARE DOTNG OR IF THTTHARl RIGHT NOW HELP ON EARTH. TELL THEM T DO NOT SF 11 n fSStmtc 
OR GOOD HEALTH, BUT THAT THEY HD5TG1VE1HEF1Y FM M THEIR HEARTS TO THE OTNISTRY AND mn 
WILL HELP THEM THROUGH THE PROPHETS TO BE BLESSED. SO SEE YOU ON THE BIG BLESSING DAY 
I WTLL BE THERE. COME AND WITNESS A MODERN DAY MIRACLE AND BE ABLE TO HIT THF NllMRFR i 
DAYS IN A ROW' -- - — / 
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SO MANY TOY TO BE ME. IF YOU DON’T KNOW ME, ASK TO SEE MY PHOTO I.D. IT IS FUR 
YOUR a^N PROTECTION. SEE NO ONE BUT ME AND ONLY ME’ THIS ONE PACKAGE CAN HELP YOU 
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Life’s Blood/Sticks 


and Stones 

I split 7” ($3 from 280 Fainnount Ave 
■ Chatham, NJ, 07928) 

A split live e.p. from WMFU 
I sessions featuring two great bands. 

I Sticks and Stones do two songs, 

I “Crystal Spirit” and “Rogue," both 
I lyrically top-notch. “Rogue” begins 
I slowly, changing suddenly into a 
I powerful, rhythmic tune with 
I right-on vocal delivery; as it slows 
i down again, a neat guitar bit comes 
in. “Crystal Spirit” is similarly 
inventive, with curious/cryptic 
anti-war lyrics. 

“Life’s Blood - who were they?” I 
find it discouraging that many folks 
still haven’t heard of this 
inspirational band. They do four 
songs, three never having touched 
vinyl before. I’m glad they were 
preserved - the simple, harsh lyrics 
and noisy, spirited delivery make 
this essential. “Resist Control,” a 
short anti-police/army burst, and 
the powerful “Left Out on the Ice to 
Die,” about the homeless, make me 

eel like I did when I first heard 
>unk rock. Definitely worth picking 


Word Made Flesh - 7” 

I ($3 from Squat or Rot, Tompkins 
Square Station, P.O.B. 20012, N.Y..NY, 
10009) 

Sharing the singer with A.P.P.L.E., 
Word 


groove peace punk veterans, 

| Made Flesh puts a completely 
unexpected twist on her vocals - 
some undeniable Sabbathisms. “Oh 
Cielo” is unmistakable in its 
influence. The remaining three 
songs (an instrumental is also 
included) follow suit, with the vocals 
getting less Ozzyish and more 
rockin’. The lyrics cover personal 
and anti-religious topics, not too j 
interestingly. I. don’t know what the 
big deal is. 


r It s been a long time since the summer of No Exit, and once again I find myself doing 
I record reviews. I have made a conscious effort to make these reviews semi-interesting 
as text, many times sacrificing conciseness for a serious attempt at description. In I 

general, I think a lot of the truly underground labels are ignored or overlooked by most 
zines, and people in general. With that in mind. I’ll go on to greater heights of ■ 

counterculture snobbery, and brag that all of these releases are on independent, 
usually small, labels. The precious few exceptions are noted and justified. I’m sick of 
buying music as a product. I’m sick of being reduced to a bar-code consuming pawn. It's | 
that simple. I have bought the majority of this music by direct mailorder to the 
labels/bands, or indirect mailorder to a trustworthy distributor. (A list of addresses and 
description follows.) This system of obtaining music completely circumvents the profit 
motive - the money is supporting non-profit efforts, not stuffing some lunkhead's 
pockets. 

Yes, I do concentrate on the record labels almost as much as the bands in my 
appreciation of the product. Major labels hide behind the "artist" notion to justify all 
manner of marketing and corporate excesses, while they themselves have no 
personality and close to nil creativity. A lot of that is the fault of the consumers, who 
buy up any garbage set out for them is it is advertised properly. Disrupt consumerism I 

by demanding creativity and innovation. And remember that, while you may be buying 
some "artists"’s politically correct and relevant statements, the corporation behind the ' 
label is getting your money and doing all manner of shit with it. Even if they don't 
build weapons, I see no reason to support commercial music, 99% of which is brainless 
garbage. Stop apologizing for it,and support the alternatives. | 

I'm proud of the anecdote where a person told John (my friend and No Exit co-editor) | 
that he hadn't heard of any of the bands I had reviewed. That's great - it’s exactly what 11 
set out to do. That’s what record reviews in fanzines should be like. Who cares about “ 
what you already have heard - you've got a brain, and you can form your own opinion 
of that. I’m here to dig up new material for you to get into and support, instead of the 
easily available but boring record store schlock. As always, if something sounds good, 
get it. 


Review policy.- 
["TviC McA;uN) is 
4 -Vie M&ssczcje •• 
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Pitchfork - "Eucalyptus" lp 
(Nemesis/Cargo Empire, get it from 
Blacklist to avoid price gouging) 

First off, I will say that I have my 
reservations about the slickness and 

seeming instant success of Nemesis 
releases...it looks like they put out a 
bunch of records every month, yet 
they remain rather faceless. Still, no I 

bar code, so it's just a certain 
impersonality that I resent. That 
said, this lp is worth getting because 
I it’s filled with droning melodies and 
I quirky guitar pickin’. The lyrics are 
reminiscent of Shudder to Think's 
clever yet largely nonsensical 

I stream of consciousness whimsies. 

I They fit quite nicely with the 
oddball music, which often begins 
with a couple of bass or guitar notes, 
slowly growing into a quiet melody,’ 
then bursting into atonal drone 
with Rick's anxious/nervous voice 
carrying the whole construct. A 

pleasant change of pace from a now 
defunct band. The cover artwork is 
I hip, too. 

Bent! - "Pickle Noodle Pfeiffer" 
cassette ($5 from Bent!, P.O.B. 18277, 
Rochester, NY, 14625) 

J Once again. Bent! skirt the 
[preferred vinyl medium and blow 
J away a good portion of the stuff 
| available on round flat plastic. 

| "P.N.P" consists of seven songs, 
showcasing their "Rudimentary 
jPeni gone metal" sound. The vocals 
| are central and demand attention in 
| thei^jr twisted, agonized presentation 
of of a mixture of personal and 
political lyrics: "Jesus" is superb, as 
is "Simple," about rape and 
punishment of criminals. "Guys 
from Hell" is clever, too. (Cops, 
natch.) As with prior efforts, every 
’ song is varied and creative; this time j 
around, they are all substantially 
long as well (but no wanking). My 
only problem is the high price (yes, 
the sound quality is excellent, but 
still) and the "Jam," which is cliche 
(I'm tired of punk bands doing 
Hendrix stuff, even for a couple of 
bars), and just plain dull. That said, 
this is a good effort and largely 
worthwhile. 


dmiral - "Revolving and Loading' 
7" ($2.50 (!!!) from Ebullition, P.O.B. 

1680, Goleta, CA, 93116) 

Admiral have been repeatedly 
accused of derivative qualities (read 
excessive Dischord influences), but 
after watching them play and 
listening to their 7's a couple of 
times, I’ve decided this: although 
they may take large inspiration and 
more from those bands, their 
similarities are not comparable to 
those between Youth of Today, 
SSDecontrol, etc., and 10th 
generation straight edge bands. This 
3 song e.p., stupendously packaged 
and rarely low priced by the Prince 
of Positive Punk, Kent McLard, starts 
out sounding like the slower songs 
by Soulside or Ignition; when the 
track speeds up, it gains an original 
quality and character that demands 
attention through the impassioned 
vocal delivery. The lyrics on this, 
the title track, reveal a confused 
vision of questions and half truths 
jelouding commamcation. The 
second side begins with "Fit," 
introduced by twisting guitar 
harmonies and bursting once again 
into the personal lyrics and strong 
singing. Finally, the song explodes 
into a double-time spasm of anger 
and collapses right there. "Meter 
and Rule" also begins slowly, a 
driving beat coming into play soon 
after. The music complements the 
anguished emotions of the lyrics 
perfectly. This is the point of so- 


Melvins - "With Yo' Heart, Not Yo’ 
Hands" 7”( Sympathy For The Record 
Industry, 4901 Virginia Ave., Lone 
Beach, CA) 

Three new songs from the 
undisputed best in the realm of slow, 
heavy, twisted music. The title track’ 
ties a slow noose around your neck, 
if it doesn't get too dull....I don’t 
know how much I like this new 
vocal style. "Four Letter Woman," I 
like because it has an UGLY BUZZING 
NOISE in it that has nothing to do 
with the song. "Anal Satan" is an , 

annoyingly disposable, quasi¬ 
industrial, exercise in boredom. 

Lyrics ? What lyrics? 

16 B.U.H. - “Cirkeln Ar Bruten” 7” 
(Fetvadd Records, Sweden - get it 
from Amity) 

The quality of foreign punk and 
hardcore seems to be far more 
consistently high than the U.S. 
stock. I was very impressed by the 
driving emo-punk on this three 
songer. Something along the lines 
ot a less spastic Rites of Spring. 

Although the backups on the first 
song are a little silly, the vocals are 
overall catchy and almost sound like 
laughing (crying?) sometimes. The 
yncal content is good, although a 
lot is lost in the translation from the 
Swedish. But the music speaks for 
itself. 


; - - — Rights Reserved - 7 " 

called emo core." its attraction and ($3 from Family Fest. POB 3366 
Stavinc Dower Altnoptli. r „ ’_JJOO, 


3 staying power. Altogether 
| worthwhile 


Asbestos Death - "Dejection" 7" 

($3 from Profane Existence, P.0 B 
| 8722, Minneapolis, MN, 55408) 
Asbestos Death. California dirge 
Second e.p. Two tracks. One 
instrumental. "Pain the seed. Mind ■ 
the soil. Humanity. The infection " 
Slows down to plink plink. Explodes 
back into agony. Much like first. 
Unnerving cover. Minimalistic 
like. 


Charlotte, NC, 23225-5366) 

Side A opens with "Herself," 
lyrically well-intentioned about 
rape and sexism in general The 
sound is what Gorilla Biscuits should 
sound like, instead of the 
overproduced ho-humness of their 
lp. Sadly, this band will probably be 
overlooked, since they lack the 
’ surrounding hype. The next song is 
slightly less original, but the 
instrumental is nice and confusing. 
Side B contains another cosmic 
instrumental, with trippy guitar 
stuff, then "Attention Shift" kicks 
in, so-so lyrics but spirited vocals 
Worth your attention. 

P ST “ «”» 

ad '• Against lhe Grain " lp (Epitaph, go through Blacklist) 

releases d consider h*«°w. °H f?* f * W b r “ ds . 1 can for S ivc !or their constantly bar-coded 

releases consider it a big difference of opinion between them and I But-1 cannot denv 

that their lyrics are moving in their complicated intelligence And I wltiV,™ Y 

pals call "counterculture snobbery" enough to admit thft 1 • dr0p whal m y 

of bands that may be more along the D I Y line? ? the do su P ersede those 

■vS asr 4 " 
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Citizen Fish - "Free Souls in a Trapped Environment" lp 
(Bluurg, 2 Victoria Terrace, Melksham. Wilts, SN12 6NA, England) 

bin! A bar code on a Bluurg record' What un Dirt? .IN, t u , , 

rjs yTi s * 1 ^ — «£* twas 
I :r h ha r ned ,o 

there, but never got around to picking up a re md CiLf pi.h '?? a . ,0 °* ha «. a ” d 
the vox. His trademark piercing lyrics It here in fuH form ,h, Z ,v 
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simply this is an intelligent'record, the music smartly makingprettyor Sid and 
ugly sounds around the superb lyrics. Dick has a frighteningly good grasn on the 
problems confronting each and every one of us, analyxing insfghtfulfy Ld askL 
relevant, important questions. Damn, this makes me think i ‘ V . 8 

| say that abou,7 Completely forgiven to Thf ^t o rrecommendaZ/ "^ 5 “ ^ 
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Phido - 7" (53 from Vermin bcum, 
76 Summerfield Dr., Annapolis, MD, 

21 4 °3) 

This probably came out a while 
ago, but it has been overlooked by 
most people, as has most of this 
label's great work. The reason I like 
this e.p. is the vocals; they are very 
expressive when voicing the simple 
self-affirmation, anti-greed lyrics, 
ask no more of any band than the 
uncomplicated emotion and 
conviction that Phido shows. The 
original packaging has an ancient 
look to it, as though it were an 
1 antique of some sort. The lyric shee 
is mostly handwritten, with simple 
drawings complimenting the words 


. ^ , L y§ I-* 
THE WONDERFUL WORLD OF THE COMPILATION 7” E.P 


Citizens Arrest - live 8 flexi « 

( S3 from Rebound c/o Ryan ■ 

Sikorski, 10 Alexis Ct., Holmdel, NJ, ■ 

° 7733 ) | 
The unique Rebound label 
presents this recording of two 
August 1990 shows in Boston and I 
, NYC has Citizens Arrest at their j 
blistering live best. The 7 songs (all 
previously released, except for the I 
excellent new one, "Through the 
Mist") gain everything in energy 
that they lose in recording quality. 
The best aspect of this disc has to be 
Daryl's vocals - he's turned into a 
raging monster, barely singing any 
of the lyrics as he grunts his way 
through the spngs. Witheringly 


Yates puts out is that it’s going to have 
mpilation focuses the visuals and lyrics 
band sections to the big fold out poster, 
an enormous list of “addresses to help 
* ~ *o Earth First! 

bands. Cringer has the best song I’ve 
amused by the 

_ • is catchy but not 

been pretty dodgy musically in 
neat extra female 
Is,” barked out by 
» well intentioned in their 
literary potential. Finally, 

(ills, done in depressing dirge 
worth your time, whether as 
planet’s sorry state. 


plants and trees,” ranging from the Sierra Club and Greenpeace to 
Musically speaking, side A contains the poppy t—- - « 

ever heard them do on here, with cryptic but inteHigent lyncs (I was 
phrase “The world becomes an Ayn Randist nightmare. ) The^ ^ ^ 
excessively repetitive or annoying. The Lookouts have t“r_ ? 
the past but their contribution here is pleasantly rockm with 
vocals. The second (Cnisty) side begins with “Greedy Bastards, 
Antischism (only the male singer, though). The lyrics^ are v. 
direct action message, although only the first v 
Nausea grind out a number about deforestation i 
mode by the grunting Amy and Al. This disc is 
an education device, or a morbid reminder of o 


"Forever - A hardcore compilation," it reads on the rathe] 
it? It goes like this: Turning Point, who are trying like all 
Youth of Today sound - not to say that their track is bad, u 
a i S o quite traceable. And the lyrics are trifling. Cornparam 
that follows, "Mary and Child," is intelligently to the pom 
movement. This is a somewhat mellower tune for the usuaii 
seemingly can do no wrong - this rules, like all their stuff. 
Evacuate compilation, are hampered by a thin and clicK-c 

- ^ being the powerhouse they promise to be. The lyrics are 
/ a generic posi-tune, but are well-written and thus more si 

flipside opens with a noisy, driving, constantly changing s 
' W impressive lyrics and lots of guitar noise and screaming. L 

-V vfe Citizens Arrest deliver "Pain," another monster movie opu 
flailing. No lyrics, but they can be inferred. 

To top off what is musically a satisfying compilation, a 
included from those zany kids at Damage Assessment. An 
point rant about the true hardcore underground vs. big l; 

j&ry.m marvelous quote "The medium is the message." Ditto for th: 


nperance, same address as Irate) 

j most important, this e.p. is a benefit for Trans Species 
th the money whatever it sounds like, 
le, it is a pretty weak effort. Turning Point start out witr 
en," which from the non-lyrics to the overdone we re 
-roovy intro, double bass drums, bass slapping) is dull, 
i this record. "Drown” is slow and introspective, driven 
I style. No lyrics, nice photo. Gorilla Biscuits give us i 
so let’s do a stupid song" track, complete with clevei 
moderately attention-catching. Way too masturbatory. r 
ie "Metal Mosh" part - ultra generic and excessively c< 
‘levant line as well. Neat cover, anyway. At least the U 


Unlimited, which 


Garblecrat - "Vanna White" and 
"8" e.p.’s ($3 each from PDC, P.O.B. 
8620, Long Beach, CA, 90808) 

Weird, unpredictable punk 
experiments that are constantly 
creative and interesting. The 
"Vanna White" e.p. starts off with a 
sing-songy intro, going into 
screamed punk. The vocals keep 
changing, sometimes nothing but 
spoken. The lyrics are written in a 
conversational style, honest and 
basic but hardly simple-minded. 
Topics include TV, anti-militarism, 
and an awesome taunt called "Eco 
Logic" The flip has "Bomb Scare" 
and a song about factory fanning, as 
well as a guest appearance by Vanna 
Herself. Black and white, 
typewritten graphics. "8" is even 
more inventive, with a track only 
featuring a chorus (you make up 
your own lyrics), a silly blues tune, 
and the hilarious concept of doing a 
classical piece titled "Kill All Cops." 
Lyrics on other songs cover Shell 
Oil, the crazy U.S. health care 
system, animal testing, and 
consumerism/disposable society. 
Again, neat music, like a less 
gloomy, Blinkoless Rudi Peni. A neat 
cartoon is also included with this 
e.p. 

Both 7"s are wrapped in 
biodegradable cellulose bags and the 
sleeves are printed on recycled 
paper. These folks are really trying 
to put out something interesting and 
challenging. _ 


BACK FROM THE GRAVE: 
EXHUMED OLD MUSIC FOR YOUR 
EAGER CONSUMPTION... 

Malefice - “Overboard” 7” ep and 
“Lotus Blossom” lp 
(7” $3 from DSI, P.O.B. 346, Dunn 
Loring, VA, 22027) (LP $12 from L+F, 
Im Moore 8,3000 Hanover 1, W. 
Germany, or try Blacklist) 

Paralleling the recent slew of 
overseas releases of early 80’s U.S. 
hardcore. Dark Self Image records, a 
shady and unpredictable but 
consistently interesting D.C. label, 
has re-released Malefice’s 1984 e.p. 
was disappointed at the lack of a 
lyric sheet, and the jumping 


BP 5058,31033 Tolouse Gedcx, 


HoTTcmnpiialion 7"s from PANX ($4 each from 
France) but most of them featured pretty boring punk 
interesting bands like GO! Lost, and Radnor 
songs. The only one worth getting is #3, which on side 

Vermin Scum prodigies Moss Icon and the Hate . v y 
Vermin ^ ^ ^ ^ good as , t could h 


comes 


u\ £, 031-16 


"Things I Stole" l .p J 

Christ On A Crutch do an 
another happy music/sad 1; 
awesome catchy tune whic 
Comes with. Lintfil_zine *1 
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"Wheel" 7" (Holy Rollers/Juliana Experience collaboration) 

($3 from Simple Machines, 3150 N. 8th St., Arlington, Virginia, 22201) 

Simple Machines has followed through on their promise with this astute release. "Wheel" 
is a four track collaboration that consists of two spoken word pieces by Juliana, a song 
with the Holy Rollers playing backup, and "Moment Before Impact," possibly the best 
Rollers song yet. Loud and noisy, yet retaining melodic tendencies, and including some 
satisfying drum pounding by Maria. The packaging is simple and effective, with clever 
photos. Juliana's writing and delivery centers poignantly on alienation of all sorts, 

- approaching this theme from an adult narrative (regional accent, intonation, humor, 
all perfect), a very somber poem about AIDS, and finally a child's narrative about 
lij school harassment (complete with ringing bells). At this point, the verbal tension has 
built to a stand off and the Holy Rollers virtually explode into their track, which follows 
\ into the theme lyrically. This is the kind of project I would love to see more of - united 
by a relevant theme, passionately presented, accessible, yet intelligent. Decidedly 
^ recommended. 


Officer Friendly - "Beats To Make 
Our Bassist Barf 7" ($3 from 
Bushwhacker, 250 River St., 

Waltham, MA, 02154) 

Neat three song job that sounds a bi 
like a different interpretation of the 
Op Ivy concept...jumpy and not too 
heavy, with almost rapping vocals 
sometimes. Clever lyrics, esp. "Get 
Up." Simple and unobtrusive, yet 
also catchy in its own way. 

Nuisance - "II" 7"($3 from VSR, P.O. 
Box 8223, Emeryville, CA, 94662) 
Second 7" from Nuisance, who are 
shaping up to be the punk 
Steppenwolf. Two long songs, a silly 
sleeve, no lyrics, catchy, makes me 
want to drive on a long, straight 
highway through the desert 
listening to it. 

Pollution Circus 


Atavistic - "Vanishing Point" lp 
($7 from A.Y.F.) Moral Suckling - 
"No More War Toys" 7" ($3 from 
A.Y.F.) 

In both cases, especially Atavistic's, 
great content but extremely 
lackluster (unlistenable) music. 
Sorry. 


One Blood - 7" ($3 from Lobotomy 
Exchange, 4981 Highway #7 East, 
Unit 12A, Box 211, Narkham, Ont., 
L3R INI, Canada) 

I was pretty excited to get this - it 
does have a spiffy cover and a well 
done booklet on racism. The music, 
though, is really lackluster. Not 
because of the production * you 
know I couldn't give a shit. It’s just 
that it's quite generic, and the 
vocals are annoying. They should 
try again, though, since they'll 
surely go somewhere with all this 
motivation. Would have made a good 
demo. 


. When I hear the phrase "vynil zine", I usually envision more than a compilatio 
record. I want to see stuff like Open Zine #4 ($3 from P.O.B. 482, Paoli, PA, 1930 
Three double-sided pages bring together the artists with four bands on the 7". 1 
is mostly artwork,^ the best being an intricate drawing by Duncan H. and the Gi 
comic (why weren t they on the comp?). Kev contributes some small, manic com 
The record has 23 More Minutes doing the silly tune "Cowboy Code," then Admir, 
the best song off of their new 7" "Meter and Rule" (see review for endless ass k 
Geko opens side two with an, um, goth song which is cool if it's not boring. The i 
thing is that one of the band members (Carrie) is also one of the featured artists 
, Finally, Edgewise trudges through the disposable "In the Past," extremely unori 
musically and lyrically. This stuff was boring three years ago. Leave them off of 
record and this is a fine release. _ 


Destroy 

Authority Before Authority Destroys 
You" 7" ($2.50 (!!!!) from Tyler, 1631 
Waterfront Dr., Z’villle IN 46077) 

A very different band - Pollution 
Circus are too folky to be "punk," but 
too noisy to be folk. As evident from 
the title, these four songs deal with 
direct action/revolution and self- 
awareness. Concern and politics 
come first for this band, and that is 
always commendable. Musically, I 
definitely dig it: the vocals really 
speak to me. I can see how a lot of 
folks wouldn't like it, though. The 
sleeve folds out into 


Commonwealth - "NOMAVA" 7" ($3 
from Free Thought, 5219 Wyoming 
Rd.,Bethesda ,MD, 20816) 

3 songs of well-worked melodic 
punk/core. The vocals are sort of 
talky-singy. Nothing really sticks 
out. A quick peek at the lyrics shows 
an awful inanity. OK. 

Concrete Sox - "Lunched Out" 7" 
($3.50 from D.A>, 1320 S. Third St., 
Louisville, KY, 40208) . 

It's live, crusty Brit mtjtl/punk (the 
good kind), obnoxiously intelligent. 
Great band, Chris rules, get it. (And 
stop taking showers.) 

Menace Dement - 7" (Vermiform, 
address in that long article 
elsewhere) 

There's a picture of a little girl on 
the back cover. Look at her. Imagine 
her playing a harmonica and 
singing demented (sic) poetry 
through her nose. Now, imagine the 
Melvins playing a mellow backup 
tune. Yowie. zowie. Great. Even 
Christopher loves it. More material 


"BLLLEEEEAAAUUURRRGGHH! the record" 7" comp ($3 from Slap A Ham.P.O.B. 
843,S.F.,CA, 94101) 

Ever since Siege and Larm started going sick, grindcore has been asking for someone 
to do a project like this. 41 bands and 64 songs one one 7 inch record...fast, loud, noisy, 
hilarious, and brutal. Words cannot describe its greatness or my demented pleasure. 
Punk as punk gets. Every bartd gets a half page in the booklet - some have serious 
lyrics, some comic, some both. But the assault on the very notion of music is the best 
part of this. 


a great poster 
■and also included is a pamphlet titled 
"A way toward personal liberation" 
that details methods you probably 
wouldn't guess from that title. 


23 More Minutes - "30 Golden 
Years of Country" cass ($3 from VSR, 
P.O. Box 8223, Emeryville, CA, 94662) 
Catchy, happy, pen-pal annoying 
country punk (the good kind). Some 
disposable love songs, some classic 
tunes -"The Cowboy Code," "This 
Means War," Mother Earth’s 
F un r o i » 13 tracks. 


Cringer/Hopeful Monsters 7" ($3 from Hippycore,P.O.B. 195,Mesa, AZ, 85211) 

Another quality Hippycore production, this 7" once again mixes crucial music and 
important political commentary. The theme is prisons and authoritarian justice. The 
thick booklet begins with an introduction that states: "This record is the first in a series 
of "Theme" records. The basic notion...is to chip away at the "Producer-Consumer- 
Artist" triad we all have to deal with when purchasing records." To which I say: right 
fucking on! The booklet is varied, containing everything from economic articles, a 
dystopian story (very interesting), dark collage artwork, pages for the two bands, and 
other essays. Well put together and balanced. The record has one song by each band on 
each side - challenging even the "split" notion. Cringer are their usual happy selves 
(poppy), but with dead serious lvrics. Hopeful Monsters are Jack’s new band (he co-edits 
the 'zine and was in (the awesome) Desecration way back when), and they are trying 
like all hell to sound like Neurosis. Not a bad thing to be ripping off, of course. 


Colt Turkey - "Christmas Sucks" 7" 
($5 from Kaisersfeld 98, 4200 
Oberhausen 1, W. Germany) 

Hilarious communist/veggie Project 
X type militancy, with cartoons and 
a sound between Citizens Arrest, 
Profound and Youth of Today. Lots of 
samples, too. 




"New World Order:War #1" 7" 

(MRR, available through Blacklist) 

Two happening Bad Religion songs are the selling point for an excellent info package 
about the insane Persian Gulf war. The other side of the record is a speech by the 
reliably coherent Noam Chomsky. His speech is detailed but concise and informative. 

The sleeve folds out into an immense poster with a variety of essays, all well worth 
reading. Profits go to anti-war organizing. I wonder how many people are just getting 


Monsula - "Structure" lp (Lookout, 
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Neat, but it sounds like Fuel and 
Sawhorse. Emohappypopsad punk, 
from Cali. 
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Two new crusties from Sound 
Pollution ( $3 each to P.O.B. 6072, 
Florence, KY, 40122-6072) 

Hellnation don't sound like Cryptic 
Slaughter anymore. They're more 
spastic, squawking and grindy now, 
which is nice. Lyrics are well 
intentioned, esp. "Every Punk"'s 
criticism of lack of support for D.I.Y 
projects. Cover is wonderful, since I 
hate Disney. But only N o Ex ]l is 
allowed to rip off Chick Publications. 

Intense Degree’s "Released" e.p. is 
basically an extension of their l.p. 
Varied tempos with a concentration 
on the speedy, but with lackluster 
vocals. Decent, not great, lyrics; it is 
nice to see Earache records ragged 
on, they completely deserve it. "Riot 
riot riot" deserves a dance beat, 
though. OK, not marvelous. 


"Pre-Moon Syndrome...” C omj 
lp ($8 from Sun Dog Propaganda, 

Q7a'^' 9743> Washin S ton . DC, 20016- 
9743) 

Live compilation worth buying 
because it's a benefit for the D.C> 
free clinic. Material-wise, there's 
couple of great tracks (Chrisbald < 
Lungfish, Juliana Luecking 
Experience, Holy Rollers) and a lot 
Of blah/filler Stuff. No lyric sheet 
but each band has an interesting 

If! IO HI nrH 


Burn - 7" (Revelation, buy it at the 
mall, and make sure they get out 
their laser pen and go BEEEP on the 
bar code!) 

After the "Forever" compilation 
track, I wanted more sick guitar 
noise and screaming. Instead, 
they're metamorphosing into Judge 
(HO-HUM) Barcode and excessive 
slickncss do not help, either. 
Disappointing. 

Statement - "Don't Sacrifice Me" 7" 
($3.50 from Battery, P.O.B. 21281, 
Seattle, WA, 98111-3281) 

Like a more manic Amenity, the 
now defunct Statement rip through 
four heavy, soul-searching songs. A 
simple pleasure. 

"Sasquatch" double 7" comp ($6 
from Kirbdog, 2217 Nordyke Ave., 
Santa Rosa, CA, 95403) 

Inside joke, I guess, but sides 2 and 3 
(Cringer/Moral Crux and Nuisance) 
rip big time. Victims Family is 
pleasantly confusing, and 
Nomeansno cover the Ramones 
(yawn) and the Dave Clark Five. 

Lyric sheet could've been better, but 
neat-o anyhoo. 


‘ 8 l livC nexi picture disc 

80539) fr<>m B ° X 2443 ’ LoveIand - c °. 

I'd review this record if I could play 
>t, but it keeps sliding around the 
fucking turntable! ■* one look at 
what they're putting out next and I 
didn t mind the unplayable disc 
anymore! Nice cover, too 


S.O.B. - "What’s The Truth" Ip (Rise 
Above records, UK, available from 
A.Y.F) 

Boring, bar-coded Japanese Earache 
mctal/thrash. This band used to be 
IOK, but one look at the generic 
[cover....dumb lyrics, too (bad 
[translation?) Umm...no. 
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Hf Anthem #4 

||($1.50 (?) from P.O.B. 
igThe review -.1- • 
iff topics 

S pastiche of (when it got good) half-assed opinions and (most of the time) just plain 

. 1 —- —*:-i_ — .1 -._i—~i noccaop about the 


____ “ T. 158324, Nashville, TN, 37215) 

for this zine in MRR noted a concentration on satanism and 
I've been known to have a cursory interest in, so I invested. What 


garbage. The initial three page article is an elementary-school level passage 
IHSi mistreatment of the occult by the mainstream media. Nothing I couldn’t have thought 
j$J?j$up off of the top of my head. Then, as if to diminish any serious statements that might 
Pf ;j have been made, a SubGenius propaganda page is inserted, as disposable as it might be 
p amusing. Faith No More are interviewed next, and I’ll just say that I could spend days 
' i i coughing up verbal bile at "rock’s hottest band." But don’t let me prejudice you - just 
' * check out their magnificent excuse for "leaving the underground." Monsieur Jello 

‘ Biafra is next, and an interview with him might have actually been interesting, if it 
k* wasn’t for the professional "article" format...unreadable. After irritatedly paging 
through more nonsense, I arrive at a page titled "Tales of Sordid Lust." This is an 
;r; 1 "erotic" appreciation of the Sports Illustrated swimsuit calendar and descriptions of 
what "starlight" (ahem) would like to do with each "sperm receptacle." "'If the cunt fit 

' j wear it'" O.K., asshole. The rest of the zine cannot quite reach that level of ' sexist 7 

atrocity, but does manage to remain consistently irrelevant. A big disappointment, t 
■: AVOid. _____ L 


Slug and Lettuce (latest #19) 

(SASE or donation from Christine, Peter Stuyvesant Sta. 

8914) 

This usually two or four page zine takes advantage of the small format which usually 
hinders other publications of this length. S+L has, for a while now, been a consistent 
source of info, record and zine reviews, and excellent photography. (Chris should do a 
photozine!) She offers free classifieds in hopes of supporting the D.I.Y. communication 
network. Pick this up as a steady source of basic info, especially about the NY area. 


P.O.B. 2067, NY, NY, 10009 


Against the Grain #1 

(50 cents from D. Koenig, 1350 So. Wood Ave., Apt. #C3, Lin 
V *n Memory Of... , was one of the 

Against the Grain keeps the coi 


David Koening’s old ’zine, 

earlier efforts in zinedom. _ 

style and stark, simple layout of LMQ in a half page format. Content-wise,'"it’s’ abi 
hardcore stuff (reviews, cracking on Gorilla Biscuits/CBGB, Slug and T.pttnr» in 
and half old television/movie stuff (he loves it). The last couple pages are made i 
surprisingly emotional article about love and relationships. Good. 

Cops Without Badges #1 

( 2 stamps from Mike, 109 Westland Ave..Rochester, NY, 14618) 

Thanks for the zine, Mike, but when you criticize Stevie Stiletto for sexist lyrics 
then turn around and say the Dwarves’ "Blood Guts and Pussy" cover is "sexy," i 
need of some consistent opinions. Otherwise you may as well be saying nothing! 
if unoriginal effort. 


The Fanzine That Had No 

(Two stamps from 1693 Franceschi Rd., Santa Barbara, CA, 93103) 

Jamey puts a lot into this, including original layout, funny editorials (secession of 
California, destruction of unnecessary fashion items), record and zine reviews, am 
interviews with Plaid Retina and Fugazi, etc. Bite size, but for free, it’s completely 
it. 


ft completely^different and extremely 
(#1 $1 from PCP, P.O.B. 5975, Chicam 

a‘nd “Sar'eTaav “*“-*“»'»«•« with which shows' 
f ' , a ^’ P un ^ attitude. Many contributors 

from photocopy collages/art and ' ' 
insanity. Mikeal And's "Why Publ 
The interview with Bob Black is 
of a variety of underground stuff 
it’s an unpretentious, honest effort, 
see more crossover between this " 


zine goes by the moniker SYZYGY 
It comes to us via the mail/photocopy 

-s an integral, noncommercial 

come together to create everythin o' 
"ft ?°® mS l ° inspirational texts of subversive 
sh Noise is by parts nonsensical and dead-on correct 
interesting in a conspiracy theory sort of way Revm' ' 
appear (even the despicable Amok catalog). Overall 
with a sense of humor about itself. I would love to 
scene" and the punk zines.... 0 


; Punchline #8 "Let Us Prey" - 

(SI.75 from P.O.B. 460683, S.F., CA, 94146) 

I've been into this zine since I first saw one - its unique graphic assault and concerned • 
.politics are irresistible. In "Let Us Prey,” John, along with four other contributors, tear, 
shred, rip, and generally lay waste to organized religion. The style is serious, yet 
iamusing. The majority of the work consists of cleverly captioned photo collages. In all, 
this is not as memorable as past issues, but still remains way ahead of anything 
.comparable. One to gel every issue of. 

„. v 


-■ 2'!:' 

PERSONAL FANZINES 


Zines that manage to communicate personality always have my respect. I try to get as 
• many as possible, as this seems to be one of the optimal possibilities for self-publishing: 
a direct, personal contact between the writer and reader. 

■'i Marc Fischer has been quite productive on this front. In the time since 1 started 
: working on this 'zine, he's cranked out two issues of Primary Concern, and .an 
; awesome book/joumal, the Monitor of Human Performance. (P.C. #5 SI.50, P.C. #6 
$1.25, M.H.P. $2.25 from Marc, 234 Lloyd Ln., Wynewood, PA, 19096) Primary Concern #5 
came out first, with Fred Rogers decomposing on the cover. (Flip it back and forth for a 
neat effect.) High points include: intelligent responses in the letters section, a 
; compilation of whatever illustrations people put on a little square in a piece of paper he 
included with the last issue (included are hilarious contributions from my oid pen pal 
Phil Lerman, my rude friend John Piche', and even yours truly while listening to loo 
much Beefeater), and an interesting article/conversation with a prisoner, about the 
. state of prisons and prisoners in this country. Some of the reviews of metal demos are 
a bit dull, but Marc works hard on this, and it's largely worthwhile. 

Next to come out was the Monitor of Human Performance, composed of all writing 
; from Marc’s journal. He freely admits that he is not trying to write for aesthetic 
purposes, but rather, to record his observations and maintain a productive discipline. 

As it happens, his writing is quite enjoyable - terse, yet insightful, and consistently 
interesting. Most of his entries show contempt for society as a whole, many examples of 
his idiotic/pathetic co-workers and customers at Woolworth's being given. I was 
impressed by his mixture of candor and rational appraisals. Great effort. 

The newest production, Primary Concern #6, combines aspects of older P.C.’s and the 
Monitor: record, show, and zine reviews, "little box" pages, etc. are printed alongside a 
half zine full of diary notes, mostly bitter rants and observations, as well as a lot of 
information about his unique art projects and interests. There’s also a throwaway 
interview with the Accused, balanced out by a clever article about Brazil, from the first 
hand perspective of a traveler. Marc's projects are committed, interesting, and original. 
Get at least one of these - I recommend one of the latter two. 

Cometbus #25 ($1 from Blacklist, 181 Shipley St., S.F., CA, 94107) is an impressive 
half-sized zine, full of handwritten commentary by the very personable Aaron Elliott as 
he makes his way through Minneapolis for the first time. There’s interviews with local 

folks, bridge reviews, scams (!!), a Green Day tour diary, and lots of journal material. My 
favorite page is titled "I Wanna..." and is a reaction to a Life magazine about the pathetic 
state of many ex-hippies, wondering if our generation is due for the same fate. (Of 
course, I doubt that still rebellious, productive ex-hippies are going to be featured in 
. Life magazine, which, like the rest of the establishment, is pushing the view that the 
60s were the only site for rebellion, and hey, it was all drugs and fashion anyway...) 

Still, the piece is inspiring. Overall, an entertaining, lively zine. 

On a different wavelength from Aaron's or Marc’s projects is Cia's zine Murmuring 

Memories ($2 from Cia/2505 Jewett Rd., Garberville.CA,95440) This hefty rag is packed 
full of journal entries, poems, and other writings by Cia, pausing only for short 
contributions and book reviews. All of her writing is hand lettered and usually 
complimented by simple, effective pen and ink drawings. The themes are mostly 
.emotional: alienation and confusion are prevalent. Different letterings and layouts 
make the personality of this zine evident; Cia expresses herself well, and it's a welcome 
break from the bitter zines I spend most of my time reading. 
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The following 


prac- 
ck man is 
a demon, 
sick man 

a writing with the sacred words of God, 
or relics of the saints, or a blessed waxen 
Agnus Dei, or some other holy thing. A 
priest places his hand and his stole upon 
the head of the possessed and pronounces 
sacred words. Thereupon the sick man 
begins to shake and shudder with fright, 
and on account of his pain makes many 
confused movements, and says and does 
many strange things. If the demon lodges 
in his head, he feels the most piercing 
pains in his head, or else his head and his 
face are suffused with a hot red flush like 
fire. If the demon is in his eyes, he makes 
them roll wildly. If in the back, he brings 
on convulsions in his limbs, in front and 
behind, and sometimes makes the whole 
body so rigid and inflexible that no 
amount of force can bend it. 

Sometimes the [possessed persons] 
fall down as if dead, as if they were suf¬ 
fering from tertiary epilepsv and a 
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